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THE TOAD.
By A. C. Benson.

o felll‘;'ow}loitrroir. whither wouldst thou go?
e lonely eve 13 ours, i
When tides of richer fragrance ooze and flow
From hoavy-lidded flowers.

With solemn, hampered pace proceeding by

The dewy garden-bed,
Like some old priest 'n antique finery,
S cope and jewelled head;

Thy sanctuary lamps are lit at dusk,
\#hm leafy alsles are dim;

The bat's shrill piccolo, the ewinging musk
Blend with the beetle’s hymn,

horred, despised, the sad wind o'er thee sings;
a‘li'tm-.a hute:g friend to fear, o
Yot fashioned In the secret mint of things
And bidden to be here.

OUT OF STEP.

XVIITL

“THE END 1§ VISION."
copyright; 1803 : By the Tribund asaoeiation,

“TWhat is all this about Salome's not going |
Bouth this fall?”" Moore asked the next day
as he found Mrs. Gerry alone,

“Hasn't she told you?' was
guestion.

“She says she Is afraid to go,” he answerad,
Aoore's voice involuntarily softened as he sald
this, To him there was alwaye an undertone
of pathos In everything connected with his
wife.

The two did not discuss the reason for Sa-
Jome'a fear,

“Are you going to urge her to go?”’ inquired
Mrs. Gerry.

“No; she shall do as she pleases. Only, for the
gake of her health, I wish she did not feel this
way."

Mrs. Gerry appeared to be deeply considering
the cranberrles she was picking over. Finally
she sald: “Sometimes 1 feel like advising you
to Insist upon her going.”

“Hut she has such a strong feeling; she says
ghe can't trust herself. Mother, do you think
that s all mere fancy? Just a womanish no-
tion which I ought to combat?"

Mrs. Gerry took another handful of berries.
Bhe looked at them intently, but blindly. Her
lips were pressed closely together.

“Don’'t combat it,”” she at last replied. “The
older I grow the more I see the uselessness of
meddling with the Individuality of another. But
it takes a lifetime to learn that. 1 thought I
brought Salome up right, but now I don't
know. She was just like other good, consci-
entlous girls—only nicer—until she went South
and got well. Then she seemed to shed her
bringing-up as enakes shed their skins. It
wasn't any part of her, after all; and 1 had
thought that it was' :

Mrs. Gerry dropped the berries, which she
had not pileked over, into the wrong dish. She
pushed the chair which held the two dishes
away from her, and sat upright. But she was
deliberate in her movements; thers was no ap-
pearance of disturbance about her.

“Randolph,” sghe sald,

She placed her berry-stained hand on his
BRIM.

“I'm afraid she'll try yon a good deal as the
yeara go on. Do you think you can be patient
with her?"

“I do think 80, was the answer, with solemn
earnestness. And he added, “You know I love
her.”

Moore took the hand from his arm and held
it an Instant. He had one serious talk with his
wife on the subject of going South; he felt that
he must do that; but the matter was decided as
Salome wished. Moore could not remonstrate
with her when her sole reason for remaining in
the North was that she felt that she could
thus the better school herself to be what he ap-
proved.

Unknown to his wife Moore consulted a cele-
brated physiclan as to the probabllity of her
belng able to stay at home without harm to
herself. It was that same Dr. Bowdoin who
had been summoned by Mr. Gerry to prescribe
for his daughter.

Moore tried to belleve that it was solely on
account of her weak chest that he did thus, but
secretly he longed to have a ekilled and un-
biassed opinion concerning a few of Salome's
characteristics. Without glving detaills which
would have been compromising, he yet made
a rather clear statement of some of Salome’s
tendencies,

The physiclan took hls words with that easy
pomfortablencss which i so cheering.

“Ah, I see,”” he said. "“Her real self and her
nurture are at variance; that's confusing. We
are bound to live our real selves more or less,
and we often confound what we were born to
be with what we are educated to be. A matter
of heredity frequently does not display itself
until certain surroundings call it into life. This
is evidently very marked in this case. And she
{8 abnormal to a degree, of course. You aeedn't
start; we are all more or less abnormal; we
must own up to that. It's only the rank and
file who are not in the least so. A person with
no marked mental or physical fdiogyncrasy is
etrictly normal. Now about her golng South—"
Here the doctor meditated a moment. He asked
two or three questions.

“I would advige her (o go," he sald.

Moore was more perturbed by the advice than
he had expected to be, for he had anticipated this
counsel,

He Kept it to himself for some days; then he
Informed Mrs. Gerry, who tried to conceal her
distress, \

Bul there was the fact that Salome suffered
little from the previous winter, and that she
seemed well now. Still the two declded that
she must know what the doctor had said.

Bhe only smiled at the Information. It plainly
had not the slightest effect upon her,

And so the subject was definitely dropped,
The project of almest forcing a woman to go
South was not to be thought of,

The fall days continued so beautiful that It
peemed as If they would never cease,

But at last a warm rain began, and when,
after two days, It stopped a sharp wind from
the northwest sprang up and raved over the
flelds and woods, stripping off the late linger-
ing leaves, making the sky a steel blue. At
sunset it subsided, but there was not one cricket
brave enough to make a sound over all the
land round about.

The squashes and pumpkins were brought and
put under plazza roofs. The farmers' wives
carefully took up the house plants which they
had set in the garden for the summer, and they
spread old comforters over some late blooms
that they might enjoy them a few days more.
“For,” they sald, “we shall have a little more
warm weather after this cold spell.”

The next morning the white frost was on
exerything; it even covered the grass on the
south side of the Gerry cottage.

And there was no “warm spell” after it
Wintsr came on hurriedly. Flurries of snow
i through the air. The chick-a-dees

ted cheerlly among the trees. But the blue-
birds were all gone.

' “Don't you change your mind the least little
bit?" asked Moore, as he and his wife breasted
sharp wind In & walk from the postoffice

day.
wind had given her a lovely color,

laughed gayly.

. T'm always changing my mind,” she an-

&

- mwered, “but not about going South. And, Ran-

the returm

the furnishing of it
the best of spirits, Bhe

would have cheered her husband and her mother
if they had needed cheering.

One day she puddenly said to Moore:

“You didn't mount my portrait after all

She had not mentloned the subject before,
and had asked no questions when her husband
had briefly told her that he and the artist were
dissatisfled with the work.

“Yes, certainly, 1 wanted I, he answered
promptly. *“I meant to talk with you about
that, but T haven't done so. And I wondered
that you were not curious.”

“I was curious, but 1 guessed.”

“Well, what did you guess?' Moore turned
toward her and asked his question quickly.

It had seemed to him before hls marriage that
It would be endlessly interesting to study Sa-
lome. And he was siill of the same mind, If
there were lacking In this study an element of
rest quite necessary to every day life, who was
to blame? Not Salome, surely.

“T guessed that the portrait was too much
like me,” she replied.

She was watching hig face, and she added:

“And now I know I was right."”

Neither tried to eontinue the subject, Tt was
something that It seemed quite impossible to
talk about; and now to Moore, looksd at in the
light of the past, and without the portrait
before him, the whole affair had a fanciful
and Judierous aspect.  He would have unmerei-
fully derided the Incldent hud others been con-
verned In ft.  Or so he half thought now.

He gtlll was obliged to go to New-York ocea-
sionally concerning the property he had inherited
and to arrange as to a business project, Hecauss
he was now a rich man was no reason why,
In his eyes, he should be an fdle one. e was
essentlally active, and he had a strong taste for
mercantile pursuits,  He had intended, how-
ever, to allow these plans to remain in the back-
ground through the winter, which he had ex-
peated to spend In the South,  Now this was
changed,

Meanwhile the two women were busy with
household furnishings. To the elder woman
these furnishings seemed wlckedly lavish; but
the younger one took easily and naturally to
all Juxurles, though she was perfectly content
without them,

Coming out to the cottage one night In the
week befora Christmas, Salomas and her mother
found that there wa= no “depot wagon” In walt-
Ing at the station. It had been digcontinued for
the season for the first time that day. The
agent sald *it dldn’t pay for cart-whesl grease
to run a carriage In the winter for this traln,
80 old Little had stopped.”

The only two passengers who had alighted
here stood a moment on the platform by the
agent, who was swinging his lantern back and
forth. It had snowed in the forenoon: but
afterward the weather had grown warmer, It
was mild and starlight now, and the clear
erescent of & new moon was In the west,

“It's only a mile and a half, mother,” sald
Balome, “we must walk.”

“1 wish "twas better golng,” was the response.
“Bul it's no use trying to get a horse, for we
can't do it

So they set out. It was only 6 o'clock, but the
feellng and the aspect of the surroundings in-
dicated midnight at least

They walked through what in this part of the
country was currently and graphically enlled
“posh,"” and trousers and rubber boots are the
sullable array for any one who must travel in
such stuff,

Although these two had overshoes on
feet, a woiyman's overshoes amount to very little
in- the way of protection, except against o
slight dampnessa,

After o few rods thelr feet were soaked In
snow water. Then they ceasged trying to pick
their way with raised skirta and hesitating
steps after the manner of women.

“We might as well gplash right along,” =ald
Salome, who was in high spirits,

80 they did splash along through the half-
melted snow., And when they reached home
they changed their clothes, brewed some ginger
tea and drank it, sitting side by side In front
of the cook-stove with thelr feet In the oven,

“If you only haven't taken cold,” sald Mrs.
Gerry, as they sipped thelr drink and were
gomfortable and cosey.

“If you only haven't taken cold yourself!"
was the retort, with a gay laugh and a hug
from the arm whose hand did not hold the
cup of ginger tea,

Mra. Gerry rose toward morning and went
Into her daughter's room,

“Is that you, mother?" Inquired the fresh
young volee in a wideawnke manner,

“I was so foolish as to get to worrying," was
the apologetic reply.

Salome raised herself on her arm.
shone In the lamplight,

“You must act on the ground that there is
no such thing as catching cold,” she sald;
“then you can't take cold because there's no
cold to take."

Salome laughed a little, gave a slight cough
and put her head back on the pillow,

8he  looked so very wideawake
mother asked If she had been asleep,

“I don't think I have," was the answer: “but
my thoughts have been so unusually clear that
I have quite enjoyed them."

Thers was something, she hardly knew what,
that now thoroughly alarmsd Mrs, Gerry: there-
fore she was apparently more than usually
calm and matter of fact.

That day Salome did not =eem really 111,
though she did not refuse to sit or e all day
long in the kitchen where her mother was per-
sistently busy. And she was very gay. One
might almost have said that something—what
could it be?—had happened to please her,

Sometimes she coughed shortly and dryly.
Twice when she did so there was g gpot of
bright scarlet on her handkerchief, But her
maother did not know that,

Without knowing that, however, Mrs, Gerry
had gone over to Mr. Scudder's for butter, and
had asked Mr, Scudder to drive to the station
and telegraph to that Dr. Bowdoln who had, a
few years before, sent Salome to Florida,

But no hint of this errand could be secn In her
manner when she returned with the butter,

The two talked cheerfully. When evening
came Salome coughed a little more, and her
cheeks were red. Her mother brought hep some
milk to drink. 8he made a pretence of want-
Ing it very much, but she could not quite con-
ceal the effort required to enable her to drink it,

When It drew toward midnight Mrs, Gerry
told Salome that she expected Dr. Bowdoin
from Boston in that train; Mr, Scudder would
bring him from the station, She added, by
way of explanation:

“I was afraid you might have a touch of
pneumonia, and I wanted the best advice: since
I kncw Randolph would approve.”

Before the doctor arrived a bed had been put
up in the bit of a sitting-room, and Salome was
established In it. She was still so cheerful
as to be almost gay. Bhe sald it was really
absurd to make any arrangement llke that,

When' Dr. Bowdoin came he sat by Salome's
bed for half an hour. He put very few ques-
tions.  Only talked a lttle with her,

In the kitchen with Mrs. Gerry he asked
sharply:

“Why didn't she go South, as I recommended?
8he would have been saved this."”

Mrs. Gerry was white, but composed,

“We couldn't persunde her to go,” she ap-
swered. She made a moment's pause, then she
asked firmly:

“Will you tell me how she i5?

The man Iookcf.! at her keenly.

*“You know just as well as I do,” he answered,
“that she Is bad—very bad. She is going to
have that kind of phihisls which only lasts a
few weeks."

Mrs, Gerry stood t
";‘rm- erect, She did not make a

mw 5 placed & ehalr for her and gently

e

their

Her eyes

that her

I must know,"

“It sounds brutal to tell you,” he sald, “but
one must know the truth. TIsn't your daughter
happy ™' he inquired.

“Very happy,” was the answer.

“But she doesn't want to live"
startling statement from the doctor,

Mre, Gerry could not speik, She looked at
the man before her,

“I'm sure of it,”” he added, “though she rald
no such thing. But it makes no difference,
Bhe has this predisposition—it could not be
safe for her to spend winters in this climate,
In fact, she ought to have Hyved all the time
South."

Then followed some directifng, to which Mrs,
Gerry listened carefully.

The doctor sald he would eome again in three
days.  Mr, Scudder, a few moments later, took
him to an adjoining town, where he could eatch
a train to Boston,

Mrs. Gerry was left alone In the cottage with
Salome,

She sat down on the lounge where S8alome had
lain the day before, She sal on the very
edge, her hands lying in her lap.

She did not know how long she sat there, but
not long.

Presently she roze and went softly to the
door of the sitting-room,

Her child was sleeping now,  TTor child,
the grown woman and wife, but her child,

“Our Httle givl,” her husband used (o oall her,

Ehe stomd In the middle of the room, Every
one knows how keen is the mechanieal vislon
at guch times,

Mrs, Gerry's eyes took In every homely detall
of the place, She saw a sip of paper on the
lounge by the pillow where Salome had been
Iying that day. Without knowing or caring
what it was, the woman plcked up the news-
paper cuiting, adjusted her glagses, and held
it to the lamp,  She read it, or she would have
#ajd she was reading it, though her mind did
not at flret take in a gingle word, much less
an ldea.

She did not kanow what to do.  She gtomd there
with the lamp in one hand and the slip in the
olher,

Presently, however, her mind
printed lines, and, as sometimes happens, they
Immediately began to form part of this experi-
ence.  Afterward he c¢onld never recall this ill-
ness without recalling, word for word, what she
vead then, And always her whole being strenu-
ougly and piteously rebelled, as we mortals
must rebel to the end of time, though
we have phases of falth and hope,

was the

Not

abaorbed the

even

Where are the volees Kings were glad to hears
Where now the feast, the some. the bayvadere !
The end 12 nothing, and the end s near,

Anid vopder lovely rose: nlns! my dear!?

- the etber ganden ranlt and drear,

The end Is nothing, and the end Is pear,

Then vex thyaelf no more winh thought austers,

Tiake what thou canst while thou abldest here,
Seek finer pleasures each returning year;

0y

The enid = nothing, aml the end s near.
Joy s the Lond, and Love his ¢
Be trangull and rejoleing, oh, my

Shun the wild sens, far from the hreakers steep;
The end Ix vigslon and the el v near,
List to the wisaom learned of Saint and Seer!

The living Lord Is Jay, and peace THs sphere;
Hebel no more! Throw down thy shielld and spear,
Surrender all thyself; trae Jife Is hers;

The snd j4 viglon and the end is near
Forget not this forset not thit, my Jdear!
"Tis all and nothing, and the emd = near,
~Writ on & ruloed paluce In Kashmir,

Having read these verses twice through, Mrs,

Gerry walked across the wom and earefully
placed the lamp on the table.  She nolselessly
put goma woml Iin the stove She woull sit
up the rest of the n'ght.  Why should she e

down? She could not sieep. Probably  Salore
woulil not need her, but she cauld not sleep,

And the ohlld hnd been reading such worids

a8 these? They wore Pagan words, There was
no glimmer of high falth In them, Tt was ns
if this world were all there was, This world!

Why, this worll was nothing, nothing. In the
world to come was the substance, the frultion,
the fulfilment of CGod's promises. 1 it were not
fo—  Here the woman's thoughts, which had
gone on eohersntly, suddenly paused, as over
n binck abyas. Rut her faith spread wings to
fly over this abyss, If that falth might only
take Salome, her own child, with her,  In death,
as in lfe, she must take care of Salome,

Sitting there motionless, with her hands rest-
Ing on the #lip of paper, the mother endured
that night what she could never tell.

And in the next room Salome slept

In the morning Mrs, Gerry, when she was
sure her daughter was fully awake, took In a
dainty breakfast, carefully arranged. She said
that, as Salome had fallen asleep so late, she
waould Indulge her,

By noon the Invalid was up and dressed and
In the armchalr by the Kitchen stove.  She
would rather be where her mother was at work,
She did not seem very 1L Mra Gerry had not
sent for Moore, because he was to arrive this
afternoon,

Salomwe sat where she could see him when he
turned the curve fn the rogd from the station.
Thers Le was, tall and stropg, and striding
along  briskly. He recognized her and tossed
up his hat, She saw his eyes shine; his teeth
gleamed under his yellow mustache,

Mrs, Gerry was furtively watching her daugh-
ter'a face, A look of intense agony was on
that face for an instant; then It was gone,
Salome did not take her gaze from her hus-
band as long a8 he was In sight,

The next moment he had entered the room
and ghe had sprung up to meet him,

All the rest of the day Mrs. Gerry felt like n
coward., She carefully avolded being alone with
Moope for a moment. It seemed to her that
she eonlil not say to him what she knew she
must sny,

At Inst the time came. Moore followed her
eut Into the shed, where the wood was stored,
Salome wag asleep on the lounge. She had
been coughing, and he had seen the splotches
of blood on her handkerchief, though she dld
not know that he had seen them.

Mra, Gerry felt her arm tdken In a flerce
hold.

She looked up, Meeting the young man's eyes
she suddenly leaned against him, shivering.

But he did not shiver, IHe was lense,

“We will go o Florlda next week,” he whis-
pered engerly. “The South cured her before; it

will cure her again'

He held his companlon closely to him.

Bhe shook her head,

“No; no. It will do no good, The doctor will
tell you, But 1 don't necd any doctor to tell
me, I've seen this before,. We must try to be
cheerful with her”

Bhe removed herself from Moore's hold, He
kept himself righl
“Good God! Good God!” he erled. “T ean't

bear it

He went out of decors. He had gone only a
few wvards when Mrs, Gerry called him back;
ahe had hig hat and overcoat. She told him that
he must keep well,

When Dr. Bowdaln eame out he forbade them
to think of going South,

“Make her as comforiable as you can here,”
he sald. °

One day Salome told Maore that there were
two or three things she wanted to say, He
responded that there was time enough In which
to say things

But she Insisted. She was gulte calm, as sick
people will often be,

She explained that one reason why she had

decided that she would not go South was le- |

cause she thought that perhaps this very thing
would happen,  She almost hoped 1t wonld,

She moved more closely to him, “This is
mich the best way. And now I'm sure you will
always think of me as I long to have you think.
And if I went on liviag year after year, |
couldn't possibly keep belng good, ' con-
vinced of that. And to be by your side through
a long life, and to be out of step with you, and
out of step with true and high things which
¥you value, and which my mother values—'"
here ghe broke off, “but oh, Randolph, we've
known what it Is to be happy, haven't we?"

W Moore did not speak. He sat silently holding
er,

They took care of her for more
months, In March she died. et

A dark, saturnlne man who had not come
%ﬂr the cottage, sometimes, later, went to the

neighbors were surprised that “Redd" fright at the

took it so hard. “ife didn't say anything, but
he wasn't the same.”

Often Moore stood by the grave, and with
him was a spare woman now seeming long
past middle age. And this young man and this
elderly woman knew “that thelr keenest joy
and keenest sorrow were forever burled there.”

THE END,

A MAN AND A SHADE.

AN CLD PURITAN AND DBILLY CLAGGETT.

AT A THANKSGIVING DINNER.
(Copyright, 183, by Sam Walter Fors)
Melehizedek Adoniram Jones, two hundred years

In pe:ﬁ::-ml rest lald down his Lones and left this

world of wow,
A Puritan of anclent breed, sweet may his soul re-

I )
A ﬂ!:li';: who loved his holy creed and preached |t
through his nose.
The spielt of Melchizedek Jones ronmed through the
fields of lght, 4
Walked o'er the Clty's golden stones by rivers of
dellight;
But once upon ‘Thunkanl\'ing Day he heard o sound

of mirth
Come flonting heavenward on Its way from the re-

Joielng earth,

“Ah, me," says he, “this |8 the day we "siablished
long ago,

Haw quick the years have rolled away, how fast
the centuries go!

1 fain onee more would go¢ the earth, though nfter
muany years,

From which this most ungecmly mirth ls floating to

my eirs.
Melehizedek Adoniram Jones then slipped away to
enrth
And sought the town where rest his hones, the

town that gave him birth.

His great-gr wrent-great gramlson's home he en-
erter 1y fr

And sald, vIil mo longer roam; here 1 ablde with

thoe.
“But why, ¢ great-great-great,” =ald he, “why
thi wodly glee? £
Why thie unhallowed revelry, this graceless Jollity ?
Turn ye from wanton pleasure’s path, refrain from
this mud mirth, ¢
Lest | arise and in my wrath I smite ye to the

earih.
“What vain apparel T behold thine helpmeet's prouil
The J:ﬂf'f:r Sidon and the gold of Tarshish shall
Thy 'Ixz--lll-l shall tornish, jewels rust, and fade thy
Away Illirtl :‘2?“}‘!’1‘1“""[“ the dust In sackeloth and in
nahva,

“Out with ym

ahominath

More lmhu:i were o funeral straln to mourn your

ile mthon,

The fu W omy wrath s hot, my righteous an-
rer high;

') ery aloud and spare ye not and smite ye hip and
thigh.

“And these vain books, the valnest thing the heart
of man entices,

So full of valn imagining sl
yi

tinkling musle valn, your loul
1

many strange des

$ kespente, ton? Still ‘neath the stars livea
his unhallowed mirth?
1 trusted our anathemas hidd driven Kim from earth,

"Why gorge ye with this foolish spoll and make a
§

Anil

ment and wine aml ofl when ye
{1 Il f aml pray?

And wherefore in this riotous feast, these Kgypt
fleshpots hepe?

gorge ye, ke the gluttonous
ye should gquake with fear?

beast, when

Why

“Why make yvour ehildren such n din, why Is their

1 and born In sin ol wholly

rent =ins et them quall, amd et thelir

Hefore th K
grief b ddoon?

In contrite sorrow et them wadl and gnash thele

tessth and wesp'
“Good salut?™ repled his great-great-great, T note
Volr w 1.0 il
Your muns
sour geal,

1 i
nuy not be orpate, though 1 respect

it childish pranks spring not from

At wartfelt thanks and Keep thelr

STt e rreit-grrent-great, sit down and try
our miodern fare,
telnx youre Poritenle frown and smooth your ruf-

fhedd hade*

j The Puritan began to eat; hig frown, It passsd
1WAy

He fodt the kindly influences sweet—<the spleit of the
day

The turkey vanished ke a dream, the pudding 1]

not stuy
Thee via in a steady stream all seemsd (o flow
his way
And him-ward, all that dinner hour, the stréeam of
ctuals ponures

vi
And his assimibative power astonlshed all the board
Between the pudding and the ple he Hfted up his

visiee,

«f Hejolee! they heard him ery, “agaln 1

miLy
Glve thanks for this your modern lot, and all your

modern bilas,
1 wish,” he sald, “John Endleott could taste a meal
like this!™

-_———
RILLY CLAGGETT'S WANTS.

Little Billy Claggett sald If he could have a dog
fur s very own he would be happy. And as the
great glory of life consistes] In the ownership of a
dog, Httle Billy Claggett never tasted the sweet-
ext wine of existence throughout those early dog-
less vears,

But the day came when HUly owned a dog. Hut
still there was something the matter with Iy,
He was not all right, There was an unattalnable
etar danecd before him every hour, @ star not too
high for him to admire, but altogether too high
for him to reach,

This star, to speak lesa poetically
graphically, was o goat nnd a gont cart, s views
on dogs had changed, It §s reported that he sakl
more than once, “Dogs 18 no gowl” Rachel never
maourned for her children as Y Claggott mourned

for n goat and a goot-cart

And the day came when Hilly got his goat and
s gont-cart, mighty powers that guvern the
unlverse »o arrang~l the great cosmie moachinery
from the beginning of time that it turned out the
goat and geat-cart for Eilly just in thme to pre.
vent By s Hfe from becoming shattersd by disap-
polntment and hops deferred, This gont anmd this

but more

o

r

gont-cart put litthe BHilly Claggett fur a time In
harmony with the great umiverse

But the universe an! Kily Clageett never got
along together for any length of time. By be-
| gan e droop from ennul, He soon  becames (oo

lase for goats and goat-carts o please hls so-
vhidtiented tastes, Unce more he reached out for
the unattalnnbile,

The unattainable thiz time was o pony, lut It

seemeidl as easy for Billy 1o becoms the owner of
certadn real estate lots on the other side of the
He eriml:
Bllly now
He
will

Iut there was no pony.
Irely out of sorts with the unlverse,
aald: Fhe universe may go its way and 1
K-t mine. We have pothing in common.”

St the unlverse dido’t get angry, and at length
out of it abysmal depths of possibllity It produced
u pony for Bllly Claggett.

Wias Billy Claggett happyT Oh, yes—for a whole
day. Bt Billy soon discovercd that he was too
blig & boy for ponles. He must go to sehool and
college and  become Tearned and grent and rich,
Ha he went to school and ffled his hewd fall of
rules and exceptions—and a8 o rule he forgot the
execeptions, and It was an exception when He re-
membered  the rules, And he studled  dead ban-
Kuages for elght years, and he became so won-
derfully proficlent In them that he could almost
reald them by the help of o teanslatic

Eut stlil, with all his wonderful I
was something the matter with By
we Bl better eall him Willlam now —for the sweet
dream of love had come {nto Willin lite, nml
it Is entirely out of consonance with the eternal
harmony of things to call n young man "Bl
who spends an hour and o hall adjusting  his
neckte, and who langulshes and yeanrns, BUlY can-
not yearn;: only Willlam

And Willlam yearned, Liut the sweet objeet of
hix dreanms was unattulnable—yes, as unattdnalile
a8 the pony or the dog or the goat, But there (s
one curlous thing about unattulnable things—it is
Very eury to obtaln them.

And Willlam got his girl,
knew he would all the time, il they Hve happlly
together? Tush! tush! It 12 not my business to
retall family possip, | simply  dlgress right here
und say that Willlam went into polities,

He now wanted 1o g0 to Coneress as baid as
ever he wanted that goat, And 5o he went round
to all the rallles and took o large assortment of
gestures. with him and o great varlety of fucial
expressions, and ol the people that Hothing but
hig electlon woull restore l'ullﬂlﬂlrlh'n- to the country,
and that his 1'{’!“’""!11 was o baed man who had boen
corrupted 1-{' tritish gold, nnd was working for the
Interests of Europe. fut Biily—pardon me, the Hon.
Withlam W, Claggett, of Claggettaville—was eleatsd,
bhecause the universe wus on his side, ns was also
Putrick O'Flaherty, boss of the forr ward,

Hut sl there was something the matter with
the Hon. Willlam W, Claggett of Claggetteviile,
It f4 true be got all his speeches he didn't make
printed In “The Congressionnl Record.”  But he

rning, thers
bt perhaps

ns the wike pewder

| i‘“". tired of the perpetunl round of legislation, and
! longed to get into the United States Senate, Where
| legistation i8 not permitted. Now he siys If he
cun get elected Prestdent and have a milllon-dollar
| monument bullt over his remalns when he (die d
I hia won WiHllim  Claggett, Jr,, eant suecoed 5
;\'r‘ll"h and political vower, he will be perfectly
LY,

Hut he wouldn't he, And why wouldn't he?

| Why? Decause he s just ke the rest of us. And

1 have just told this story anyway In a kind of o
snenking way that 1 have, in order that the reader,
In the mirror of the Hon, Willlam W, Claggett,
muy behold his own  eountenanee, 1 have been
talking about Willlam W, Claggett, Dut thou art
the man! And so om 1! Am!l 1 am gind of it
For when o man becomes entlrely  satlatded, it is
trme for his friends o moake arrangements  for
his funeral services, BAM WALTER POSS,

| When the late composer, Poter Tachalkoffely,
{ wis golng to Cambridge last June to recelve bis
| honorary degree as the representative of Bussiion
| musle, he was obgerved to be In o state of great
| nervousncess,  This, 1t subsequently appeared, wos
not due to any awe of the university, but to bellef
that the ceremony would be physically painful,
He wax convineed that the ceremony of eonferring
n degree was accompanisd with the tortureds which
re popularly supposed to he ruamoyr-'i among Froe-
ne, o Was consequently & slate of great
Blvapech

\

THE CHRONICLE OF ARTS.

EXHIBITIONS AND OTHER TOPICS,

TIHE SUCCESS OF THE WATER-COLOR SHOW=ME.,
ST, GAUDENS'S NEW DIANA-THE STATUE
OF NATHAN HALE - OLD I'UII.'J.'IM»QM
FROM EGYPT=MINOR OCLURRENCES,

The Water Color Club’s exhibitlon, It s pleasing to
learn, {s meeting with the success It deserves. Dur-
Ing (ts first four days nearly 700 persons visited the
gallerfes, and only about 130 of these were students,
The majority were all bearers of full-priced admis-
slon tickets, The following sales have been re-
ported: “His Country Cousins,” by Leon Moran,

2, “"Neady for the Dance,” by Leon Moran, $40;
“Rolling Ground,” by Mary I, Willlams, $25; “Win-
ter Evening,' by L. E. Van Gorder, £0; “Zephyrs,"
by Mabel H. Smith, §18; “Lamplight,” by Lydia I,
Emmet, $100; *The Coming Storm,” by 8. P. Tris-
eott, §250; “Child with Lantern,” by Albert Herter,
§100; "“The Flowoer-Cart Dance,”” by Albert Herter,
$20; “Across Tokyo Bay from Nieta,” by Albert
Herter, §150.  Total of sales, $1,088. When the
water-color show and the Egyptlan portraits
reforred to  below  have been  withdrawn,
about  the Sth of next montk, the Archi-
tectural  League and the Sculpture Boclety will
take charge of the gall anildl open their com-
bined exhibitions on December 16, In January the
Fine Arts Soclety will exhibit the pletures shown
In the SBwedish and Norwegian seections at the
World’s Fair—a wige plan ns regards the Swedish
paintings, but an fil-advised one pws regards the
Norweglan, The Soclety of Amerlcan Artists opens
In Mareh and oecuplen the gallerles until some time
In April, when the Soelety of Amateur Photogra-
phers s to have an exhibitlon, Among current ex-
hibitlons we wonld eall attention partieularly to the
pletures by Cazin ot the Amerlcan Art Gallerles,
He @2 among the finest of Hving landscaplsts, and
this collection does him full justiee, The Grolier
Ulub I8 preparing an exhibition of Waltonlana. It
will include sume rara editlons of the gentle
Tzunk.

The chaste goddess once more presides over Mad-
Ison Bquare Garden, When Mr, St. Gaudens de-
figned the Diane which surmounted the tower un-
ti the opening of the Warld's Falr he made her
too tall. She was transferred to the low, swelling
dome of the Agricultural Building, and there she
proved to be in scale with her pedestal, The figure
which the seulptor then proceeded to model and
which hus been placed on the tower within the last
few days is In every way an Improvement upon
the carller work. Where the finlal was once nine-
teen feet high, It now measures only thirteen feet,
and in its new form It reminds us, among other
things, that it is o finlal indesd, as well as a statue:
that it= relutlon to the structure beneath it Is as
Important as fta Intrinsle beauty, The old Diana
Wik =20 large a8 to be aggresalve, and looked more
like an Independent figure perched upon the tower
than a beautificd utilitarien adjunct to the latter,
She waus falr, but the pro t IMana Is fulrer, She
r I on her heel, but her successor |8 polsed more
crully and naturally on her tow. In everything
Felates to contour, to nuance of movement
attittde, and to refinement and Individuality

that
el
uf exvoution, the new Ljana I8 Incomparably the

nperior of the olil, She ocught to be, for she has
bwwn restudled with the utmost interest by Mr. 8t

Giaudens He moditied the lines of her scarf,
chunged the stvle of her . anil ealeulated her
progartions narrowly, As o terminotion to Mr.

White's fine tower she l= now as logleal as ghe s
charming,  Aml #tlll, In the eves of Mr. St
Gawlens, she 18 not perfsot, The Lt of the drapery
dovs not satlsfy him quite, |t seema, and it s to be
vorrected,

A pupil of Mr, 8 Guudens who has reflected the
Ereatest ersdit upon hlz master unvellsl in Clry
Hall Park yesterday his best statue. The colassal

fountaln In the mirt of Honor at Clicago has
klven Mr. Macmonnle= a certaln ealobrity, but the
UNathan Hale" which he has Just added to the

#lemder list of goad monuments in New-York will
ive him more. 1t will, we belleve, glve him a good
share of the Ilnsting reputation which his talents
seem to promi=se, nnd It will glve It him precisely be-
rause In this work he |s really monumental—some-
thing which he was not In the beautiful but some-
what uniatlsfactory fountaln. The statue of the
devored Amerlcan #py has all the dignity which
would remaln to him In such an ignominious mo-
ment of his earcer as Mr. Macmonnies has chosen
to eelebrate, Thus Nathan Hale might have stood
us he uttered his famous words of regret, a gerfous,
even impressive, figure, without o trace of theatrl-

culity in his bearing, The reallsm of the statue
iy perhaps be criticised, but not with justice, Mr.
Macmaonnies might appeal to Hodin's grent group,
the “Hourgeals de Calais™ If he nesded o precedent
fur the presenes of the ropes about his subject's

arms and lege, The Frenchman has not scrupled
o show his heroes with halters, As it happens
the Hale newds no  precedent. I8 Justitles  jtself,
Though the spectacle of the man's humiliation may
be repugnant to our feellngs, If we grant the wis-
dom of wying him in this fashlon, we must ad-
mit thut the ropes do the lines of the status no
horm. As a work of pure plastic art the latter (s
strongg; It 12 concelved with spirlt and composed
with good taste. Trs best qualities are in its hand-

Hng, A% o modeller Mr., Macmonnies §s more than
worthy of Mr., st. Gaudens, His workmanship Is
wccomplished and it has a tone which, if slichtly
reminiscent of the sculptor's master, s, on the
whaole, « own, This statue ought to make glad
the Municlpal Art Soclety and the Sculpture Soclety,
It Is exnctly the kind of ornament which they
are striving 1o make popular in New-York.

Two thousand yvears ago, when the Egyptians
mummitied their dead, they lall over the face of
the corpse w panel bearing o portealt of the latter
and left exposed. The rest of the mummy was
swiathed In the wrapplngs with which museums
have made us acqualnted,  Centuries ago some
cemeteries near anclent Paljum in Egypt were
ritled by marauders In search of preclous metals
and stones.  The portealts were thrown aside to
b coversd by the sumd as the wind listed and there

they remadned unharmed until some four or flve
viears sinee, when, upon  their discovery in the
desert, Herr Theosdor Graf purchased them and

brought them to Vienna, Last summer they were
exhibited on the Mitway Plolsance at the Fair,

e on view In the Boston
M wm ol now they are to he 1 In connection
with the Water Color Club’s exhibition. They pos-
soss great archnealogieal value, for they lustrate
the pletorial art of o Hellenlzed elvilization in
ot which was wreaking {ts genius chiefly, as
I othe clvilization of Greece itself, on plastic art,
Painting being what It was two hune yenrs bhe-
fope Chrlst, an  art Imperfectly  de ped, =il
erude and Hmited, there (2 not any beauty, strictly
speaking, In the In wting gallery of portrairs

Herr tiraf has formed.  The artists then, whether
they palnted In éncaustiec or distemper, had no
conception of color, tone, trapsparency, lHght and
shide, aned s on, such s belongs to any modern
painter. What they did have was the Indefinable
art of vitalizing a portrait, of making it Hve wnd
speak long after all means of Wentifying s sube
Jeet had diguppenred.  In a somewhat conventional
wity  these  portraits  are  astoundingly  reallstic,
Centurles after thele Jdeath the men and women
who were the models for portralts like Nos, 2 24,
7,025 21 and 23 greet you with an animation in the
eyes and Hps that palnters of to-day might envy.
v prove once more that the art of the anclents
nothing If not falthful to nature, Much curls
ulis value attaches to the panels and they are wel-
come objects of study, 1t would be gratifyving if
specimens from the collectlon were added to our
Metropolltun. Mugeum of Art. ‘The great museums
of London, Parlg amd Dertin have purchased por-
tralts from  Herr Graf, and New-York should
ofit by thele example.  ‘To purchase the entire
ollection of seventy-five portralts, at the sum at
which its owner holds it, $Z0,00, woull be as im-
possible as it woulil be unudvisable,  To ire a
group of the best pleces in the collectign ought to
L o mmandl matter for publie splrited nuol=seurs
in New-York.

The fifth annual exhibition of Amerlcan water
colors at the Keppel Gallery, openm] yesterday,
contalng  fourscore pletures, among which It =
possible to find some that are very good, Several
of the better-known landseapists, Messrs, Murphy,
Eaton, Shurtleff and Ranger, contribite artistie
pletures, and there are one or twWo younger men,

Since then they have bes

Me, Jules Guerin and Mr, Alexander Robinson,
whone studies of nature are Important additions to
the collection, Mr, Roblnson, whose pame Is quite

unfamilinr, has three Spanish sketehes whose breezy
stybe nnd bold harmonious  coloring  place  them
among the best things of the exhibition, OF the
fgure studies the most interesting are two pletures
of girlish models by Mr. Francia Day, very decoras
tive and elegnnt; one of Albert Lynch's nervous,
briliantly drawn fragments of social lustration;
w eorptleld scene by W, Lo Lathrop, which has
much =entiment and rustie charm, and a pretty
Impressionistie teifle by Mr. Amsden. There are
Vepsing landscapes by Messrs, Maratta, lirup?ﬁ.
tanley, amd Miss Wright; flower pleces by Mlss
Holston and  Miss  Matilda  Browne, and” some
marines by J. O Nicoll and 7, K. M. Rehn, Mr.
Lafarge has contributed n couple of South Sea
sketchies which we have yet to see, but of which
it I8 mafe to prophesy in a euloglatie key. Tn s
wenernl chintneter the exhibition has the qualithes,
particularly desleable at Christmas  time, which
have been® eharacterlstie of the water-color shows
weeeding It at this plaee, AL the Knoedler Gal-
l»-r\' a Prench portealt painter, M. T, Chartran,
and an Ameriean landscapist, Mr. Willlam A, Coflln,
have assembled small collections of thelr recent
work, M. Chartran I8 n l,\'}-lrnlly finished Purisian
eraftsman, Hig portrait, of Mr. Fish, an -ldﬂrlg
sitter of rather rugged features, 8 modelled wit
vigor and wome breadth, but the
Mrn, August Belmonl pnd an anmame
In pink, which are his best works here, are re
murkable chiefly for a precise method resulting
in l'l.r'.llu. sharp outlines and elear color, He Is a
wrtralt
or hin sitters, He meriis the Introduction to the
public which this exhibition gtves him. Ta_the
i‘lﬁﬁ"“y' lmelll‘l.gvmmumd n;;r{:c‘lgnog“ hei“r. CoMn’s
5 work we
The collection of palntings be now exhibita

s IR 4] St SIS o= 1) R

| wan in hopes 1 might discover what T was see

|

m-u-nual m?; 1 ::I.:r.'aendn n g
e, ar "8ir; . It is & con-
Bir; TPhe farce 8 not type-written -

wlntor with ability, and with sympathy | to

thtled, |

LAV

Turkish, Persian
and India Goods,

817, 879 BROADWAY.
ORIENTAL KOLIDAY QIFTS,

Great Reductions
This Week in =

Oriental Rugs
and Garpets,

100 Carabagh Rugs,

‘4100 ea.;

45 Mitique Persian Hall Rugs,

Sizes from 3 o4 ft. wide, 12 to 15 ft, long,

328'00 ea.;
Value 45.00

SO Fing India Carpets,

Sizes 6x g ft, to 10 x 15 ft.,

at 324'00 to ﬁﬂ.oo‘

Former prices 30,00 to 80.00

35 Fine Persian Carpats,

Sizes from g x 12 ft. to 1rx 16 ft,,

at ¥69,%° 10 120,°

Former prices 85.00 to 145,00

100 Bahindurr Carpats,

Sizes 689, 8x 1o, 10X12, 11% 16, 121§

300, |45,

Former prices 50.00 tc 225.00

“VANTINE'S SILKS.”

smaller, we think, and [t s cortainly less impreseive
than

that whiech he

We tind fewep
dozen of |ande
two of the plets

I & purely plctorial
brought forward neary
Interesting scenes In
scapes, ahil there are
ures, No, 2,
Ing In techulque, This punoramic view of a Fenns
sy lvas valley has some brushing in it which ts
far less flowing and firm than Mr. Cofin has ae-
customed us o expect. Hut for. clever remd

of light take No. 8, “September Afternoon™: for
lh--l feeling "‘.'. i rural eveadng tuke No, 8, “The
Rising Moon,” und for the expression of atmose
phere take No, 7, A Shower at Sunset,” or No,
b oA Coming Storm.” These plctures show Mr,
Coffin In his best character, ns a carefill analyst of
:I’I;!'Ih'url r}mni!u lg nulﬂre. and In them he maintaing
the standard which he has before this proved
be artistle and Individual, v "

wuy

the
one

1'!'.
fur examaple, which are disappolnte

A FAMOUS “BEAT»

“THE LONDON TIMES" AND THE BARING
CRISIS.

BY THE
EDITOR,

From The Westminster Gazette,

“Looling back over your work for “The Timesg'
“]ﬂm! do you consider the best thing you have evep
one "

Mr. Crump showed little hesitation in answering
this question. “Beyond doubt,” he replied, “the
blggest coup which 1 ever achleved on behalf of
The Times' was that effected over the Barinq
crisis, of the first Intimation of which '"The Times,
as you will doubtless remember, had the exclusive
announcement. I suppose It I8 no exaggeration to
say that never before nor since has a plece of
financial Intelligence of such tremendous Im
been the exclusive possession of any one paper.
course, It I8 the business of "The Times' to be first,
#s we all know,” added Mr. Crump, with a la ¥
“but all the same, 1 cannot help congratulat
myself on the part which I was able to play
sustaining Its reputation in this respect on that
occaslon. It was ‘The Times' first and the rest
nowhere, and 1 confees 1 am proud of it

“How did | manage it7 Well, it was not sasy,
and 1t would take too long to tell the story J
length. The first dircet intimation [ had of anys
thing amiss was recelved from a well-known finane
cler, whose name it I8 needless to mentlon, whe
called on me here. He was evidently In a state of
great excitement, but beyvond the bare hint that
some terrible financial calamity was lmw:n\!ins he
could divulge nothing, ‘I cannot tell you,' he sald,
in unswer to my inquiries; ‘it is impossible,’ Hows
ever, what he had told me was enough to convince
me that something serlous was about to huppe:i
and to determine me to leave no stone unturn
until T had discovered what It was, even if it in.
volved my remalning at the task all ni ht.  Ac-
cordingly [ Instructed my assistants to keep the
oMlee open and to await my return, and callied
forth In quest of Information. To whom 1 applied
first 1 need not now state, Suffice it to say that
he was, and I, a very important personage in t
financie] world. As it proved, beyond the mere cor-
roborition of the fact that some grave trouble was
at hand, he could give me np information, aund
was compelled to depart no wiser than 1 had come,

“Pursuing my [nquiries elsewhere, 1 found my
way eventunlly to the Bank of England, t‘htkr!' 1

was past closing time when 1 got there. The

i%ﬂrks uin-l officials were taking their departure,
and not untll 1 made mys=elf known did 1 su
obtaining admission through the hn}r-clmfefl door?i
Having done so, however, 1 mude my way with al
apeed to the directors’ quarters, and on doing so obe
gerved nt onee from the presence of varlous t_neopi.
about that something unusunl was afoot. My sus-
plelons were confirmed when on entering the ante=
room I found the place all Hghtel ||r, and learned
on Inquiry that, notwithstanding the lateness of the
hour, the directors of the bank wers within In
councll with the managess of varlous other great
London banking institutions, Of course 1 realizsd
at ones the pr.:n;m:d nll:mtlntnm“l» of this, and soon

i v my mind what to do,
m'!llesr:‘t lrrnl ’nt oncesin note to the Governor, and
asked Mr. Lidderdale to see me. To my dellfht he
came out almost immediately, and accom ed me
Inte an sdjoining waiting-room. From his manner
1 saw Immedlately that the situation was serlous,
but more than this [ could not ascertaln at first,
At length, however, 1 put the question point-blank,
Is It Barings™  He did not answer, but slightly ine
clining his head indicated that my suspicion was
correct. ‘Do 1 understand, then,' 1 pursued, ‘that
HBarings are in a position which necessitates recourse
to outside assistance? Again Mr. Lidderdale sig-
nifled assent In the same manner as before. An
then, of course, 1 was in possession of all that was
necessary for my purpose. Hefore there had been
suspicions, but t eif were only suspicions, and un-
til they were verified could not he acted upon.
Now 1 had obtained my verification, and the time
for action had arrived. 1 returned, of e-mm.r{a
my office forthwith, und the next day all the wo
wis In the seeret””

?‘vrlniniy it wn# a famous journalistic coup, and
Mr. Crump's note of triumph s not unnatu

THE STORY TOLD RETIRING CITY

spobably most people, by the way, will be su
:nmll- rn’ that In politics Mr. Crump Is an ardeat
Liberal,

THE AMBITIOUS PLAY-WRITER. \

From The St, James's Gazette.
Du-ldmlllﬂ: thle‘ m:.yn fof ther alpll:l “:hnrllﬂ
pecu r. L} avor of a W
?.-’: are enabled !;.o r:prmluco the following cireu
which has recently roached him in printed form,
merely, of course, suppressing the real names
“Mr, Budding Dramatist would be sed to

»
| the manager of the Hlank Theatre h: thirty-minute

farce. It will perhaps economize the letter-writh

tﬂnr' of apecmi::lmwz-‘:rina managers If they Wi

kindly refer to the brief correspomdence below.
The comsemindanos 8 e tia o alid v |
‘Dear i g I T8

your ﬂu;ctt it you like to send it on, providing it 18

t -written,”

W:'ro this courteous invitation Mr. Budding Dram-

Iy which at 4 him
r of a neat t:

tented Iittle manuscript, and has no to
abave 'h‘it’.!"“' In wh?c‘: it has pleased Providence
I8 18 ndmi ; although one I# ';t rather &

to understand “why, If the has HE
""ﬁ bove the state in which, ete,

au wlmﬁd‘% A maDager's assistance 19
give It




